songs she had taught me: "The Man Who Broke the
at Monte Carlo," "She's Only a Bird in a Gilded Cage," and"
"Champagne Charlie Is Me Name." For this act Grand-
father's coat and collar were readjusted, his bowler hat and
walking stick were produced, and the show was on.

Granny's frankly expressed preference was for little
girls who were plump and rosy-cheeked. Tall, thin, sallow
children looked half starved to her, and, therefore, she
worried over my natural gawkiness, and would say to mother,
"The child needs fattening up, Alice. Look at her. She's
all legs."

"She's growing fast, Mother. I have to keep letting down
the hems of her dresses until there is no more stuff to
let out."

Granny sniffed. "It's the Danish blood, I expect. The
Danish princes are all over six feet. And Her Majesty is
extremely tall; though a fine figure of a woman, of course."^

I preened to this.    "Her Majesty" meant Queen Alex-^
andra.    I felt I had a special share in Her Majesty, who had
come from Denmark, my father's country, and after whom
I had been named.

Granny's next remark, however, dashed my self-esteem.
"She's sallow too. I never did like a puny child. Some
Emulsion would do her good. Mark my words, Alice,
you'd do well to get a bottle and give her a spoonful night
and morning."

" Very well, Mother, if you think so." I became a
walking chemist's shop 1

I loathed Emulsion, I gagged over each spoonful of the
beastly stuff; but I knew better than to rebel. I had
heard Granny's orders. So I was brought up on Emulsion
to fatten me up, camphorated oil for my constant chest
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